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Jussi had never had an outing as happy as this
during the whole of his time at Tuorila, The
flow of eventide impressions from the neat pine
forest further softened his liberated mood. At
any rate he was a farm-hand as good as any, a
Communicant. What did it matter if he was
unable to move elsewhere, wasn't Tuorila one of
the best farms in the neighbourhood ? c I sleep
in the living-room now/ he mused; * if I could
only get a cupboard of my own. . . . The master
is my uncle, mother was his sister; I am staying
with relations, I'm more than a farm-hand, I
don't have to look for a hiring. ... A farm-
hand's got to go if he isn't wanted. A good '
thing I can sleep in the living-room, and I'll
have that cupboard yet, this is how I'll get
it. . . .'

From a rocky mound he caught a sudden
glimpse of the widespread crofters' community:
fields, fences, dwellings.   To the right, against
the farthest rim of forest, a red sun, aloof and
alone, shed a waning light over the locality, the
air of which, from the hill-top, was full of happi-
ness and freedom.   Impossible that anyone down
there ever said an unkind word to anyone else,
each is free on Sunday evenings to go where he
likes, even the children.   There are crofts here
that employ a farm-hand; if I could get myself
hired here.   Jussi decided to linger in the place
to the last possible minute.